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soon as we got to Clyro we were in the full swing of the School
feast. My last in the dear old place. It all seemed very sad. And in
the midst of the tea drinking on the Vicarage lawn the new curate
Mr. Irvine arrived in the omnibus from Hay. It gave me a bitter
pang, but I went down to Mrs. Chaloner's at once to see and
welcome him.

After the usual sport in the Cae Mawr Crichton sent up a most
successful fire balloon which curiously enough went home again,
descending in the garden at Wye Cliff, though to us watching its
course from Cae Mawr the balloon seemed to have crossed the river
and to have travelled at least as far as Llydyadyway. After the
balloon had gone up I received a hint to go to the school which
immediately after was thronged with people gentle and simple.
Wall the Churchwarden mounted the schoolmaster's desk platform
and made an admirable speech presenting me in the name of the
parishioners with a testimonial of a magnificent silver cup.

Then Holding, the butler at Clyro Court, came forward. He also
made a very nice speech and gave me a beautiful inkstand from the
servants and workmen at Clyro Court. I was deeply touched. I
tried to say a few words, but my heart was full and I could not speak
what I would.

Along with the inkstand was given me a short written address
followed by the autograph signatures of the subscribers, and with
the cup was presented a thin green leather book with my initials
stamped in gold on the cover. On the tide page Mrs. Crichton had
painted an exquisite picture of Clyro Church and School and
illuminated an address after which came the as far as possible auto-
graph signatures of the subscribers to the testimonial.

Sunday, 25 August

I read prayers in the morning. Irvine preached and Mr. Venables
sat in his pew. Irvine and I walked to Bettws. It was my last visit
to the dear old Chapel. Every tree and hill and hollow and glimpse
of the mountains was precious to me, and I was walking with a
stranger to whom it was nought, and who had no dear associations
with the pkce. I took the whole service and preached a farewell
sermon from Philippians i, 3. 1 thank my God upon every remem-
brance of you.*

It was for the last time. I could not help it. I burst into tears.